And what had drowned a lover once
Sounds like an olcl song.
Though Margery is stricken dumb
If thrown in Madge's way,
We three make up a solitude;
Pot* none alive to-day
Can know the stories that we know
Or say the things we say:
How such a man pleased women most
Of all that are gone,
Mow such a pair loved many years
And such a pair but one,
Stories ol the bed, of straw
Or the bed of down.
x
Pits Wildness
O bid me mount and sail up there
Amid the cloudy wrack,
For Peg and Meg and Paris' love
That had so straight a back,
Are gone away, and some that stay
Have changed their silk for sack.
Were I but there and none to hear
I'd have a peacock cry,
For that is natural to a man
That lives in memory,
Being all alone I'd nurse a stone
And sing it lullaby.
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